Doctor Crackenthorpe Prescribes

A rising mist veiled the view beyond the
river, but in imagination she saw the camp as
it looked some eighteen months ago, the even-
ing of her last ride with Doctor Amot.

" David, David/' she moaned, both hands
pressed against her heart to try and still its
wild tempestuous longing for his presence.
The traveller starving in the desert does not
crave more desperately for food than she
yearned to hear his voice, even if only for a
moment.

As she stood looking out she was startled
by an impatient knock at the door.

Irritated at being disturbed, she crossed the
room and angrily shot back the bolts.

The door was then pushed open by the hand
of Ludovick.

" Mariota," he said, " I have sent for Doctor
Crackenthorpe."

" I am not ill," retorted Mariota; " but I
shall be if I am plagued by old Crackenthorpe.
I hate him."

Nevertheless Doctor Crackenthorpe was
sent to her, and Ludovick impatiently and
rather apprehensively awaited his opinion.

The little man seemed more than usually
smug and rubicund as he came out of Lady
Rusco's room. He rubbed his hands together,
looked coyly at the Laird, and emitted a loud
purring noise.

" Well ? " said Rusco sharply. " What of
my Lady ? A mere passing fit of vapours ? "